GEORGE THE THIRD
infinite pains in arranging a programme of music descriptive of
madness.
At least once, for a brief space, sanity returned to him. That
was in 1814. How much he was told it is impossible to know;
but he is said to have received with genuine pleasure the news
that the French had been driven out of Hanover. His attendants
may then have told him of the glorious achievements of British
regiments in the Peninsula—how they had driven the Frenchmen
back over the Pyrenees into their own country. They may have
told him that he was the last survivor of his father's family, for
his sister Augusta had died while the pall of madness enshrouded
him.
No matter what he learnt in that brief period of reason he was
soon back again in the shadows—back to his music, his conversa-
tions with dead statesmen and angels. The afflicted monarch was
kindly spared the knowledge that his eldest son was the most
unpopular man in the kingdom, and that his former Whig
friends were everywhere denouncing him for the way in which
he was treating his wayward wife. He was mercifully spared,
too, participation in a nation's grief, when the Princess Charlotte,
married only a little time before to the charming Prince Leopold
of Saxe-Coburg, died in giving birth to a dead child. He could
not feel the shame of the titters which greeted Peter Pindar's
ridicule of the unseemly way in which his sons were casting
about them for wives so that the succession might not be en-
dangered.1
Nor did he know that Death had taken from him his beloved
Queen. For the greater part of his life she had been at his side.
He had loved her loyally when it was the fashion to violate the
marriage vow. They had shared joys and sorrows together.
When she came to his country to be his Queen many of his
subjects had laughed: she was to them so like a Germans/raw, so
c stufiy' and plain; but she had lived to become the greatest
lady in the land; and the charming account left by Richard
Rush, the American Minister to her husband's Court, is a tribute
to a husband's influence as well as to the graciousness of an old
1 Peter Pindar wrote maliciously:
Agog are all, both old and young,
Wann'd with desire to be prolific;
And prompt with resolution strong,
To fight in Hymen's war terrific.
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